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	Psychotic

**SURPRISE! **

**Psychotic is back! **

**I'm going to let you read now, but be sure to check out the author's note at the bottom!**

**ENJOY**

**...**

It was most definitely not the best day I've had.

It was drizzling, cold, and the sky was completely dark and gloomy.

Just like my mood, if I'm being completely honest.

I sighed, done with the amount of work I had to do.

My back hurt from leaning down to make numerous beds with who knows what making each sheet filthy and smelly.

Not to mention, my feet were also aching due to the fact that I had been walking around delivering numerous cheap, bland meals to each room.

The only noise in the dimly lit halls of the institution were the sound of my feet padding against the cold cement floor.

All of the other patients were most likely eating lunch or doing a "special" activity in another room.

I just really wasn't up for life today.

But, I continued my job, forcing myself to walk until every last morsel of food was delivered.

"Hey!" I heard a jazzy voice say.

I knew that voice like the back of my hand.

Deema.

"Hey Deema." I smiled, always glad to see the hyper girl.

"Hey Molls. Mrs. Hellman told me to tell you she left you some work in your office, and that you should probably go and do it." She said before looking down.

"More work?" I asked, already plotting ways to kill Mrs. Hellman in my mind.

Maybe I'm going insane too.

"Yeah. I'm really sorry. It only gets worse from there to be honest. Anyways I've got to go, but can we go shopping after work tomorrow? I've got tons of money, and it needs to spent on useless crap."

"Sure." I grinned, before turning on my heel to go to my office.

The office usually wasn't much, just plain walls with a wooden desk in a corner, some really shitty lights, and a cup full of pencils.

But today, there lay a giant stack of papers on my desk.

I walked over and examined the paperwork I was to complete.

Oh what fun.

"Bored?" I heard a monotone voice ask me.

"What do you think?" I snorted sarcastically, not caring about how rude I sounded. "Paperwork is so fun!"

"Hey, paperwork can be fun!" The voice said, now nearing me at my desk, "You just have to make the most of it."

"Nonny, you're the only person alive who could actually say those words." I said chuckling a bit at his obvious nerdiness.

"Oh shut up," He said, before smiling just a tiny bit, "Anyways I came to tell you that there's a new patient coming in. Everyone's outside."

"Why is everyone outside? We have new patients coming in all the time."

"Molly this isn't just any patient. Did you hear about that guy who skinned three women on the news?"

"Yeah wh- oh no, don't tell me..."

"Yeah, he's coming here. And you, my good friend, are going to miss it if you don't hurry up. So let's go." Nonny said, before grabbing my hand and pulling me out of my chair.

I didn't how to react.

I mean yeah, criminally insane people are always coming here, hence Wickendale Mental Institution, but we'd never had a patient who'd done something so severe. Either way though, I couldn't help but bite my nails, a nervous habit I've kept since I was a kid.

We stepped out into the light rain and waited for a minute.

I looked around to see that Nonny was in fact right, almost all of the staff was outside to get on in the excitement.

There were police officers inside, of course, to keep things under control, but other than that, everyone was crowded around to see the infamous criminal.

Even people in the streets were protesting, most exclaiming about how they wanted him dead.

I was just about to walk back inside rather than wait in this poor weather when a black minivan showed up at the front of the institution.

Two security guards hopped out first and opened the back door.

This had to be him.

I continued to stare intently at the van, questions formulating in my mind.

_What did he look like?_

_How old was he? _

_Was he attractive? _

It was only seconds until I found out.

The guards reached in the van and gripped one of the man's arms, dragging the boy out of the shady vehicle before turning around.

Much to my disappointment, his head was down, but I could still tell he was tall and lean.

I also noticed that he was already modeling the hideous blue/grey jumpsuits that were mandatory for all the patients here, hands and legs restrained with handcuffs which rattled as he walked.

Before ascending the stone steps, the vicious murderer looked up, and I could see him in full detail.

To say he was attractive was an understatement.

I was shocked by the undeniable beauty of the villain standing before me.

He had long dark lashes framing his captivating sapphire colored orbs. His full plump lips were slightly parted as he walked up the marble steps. His hair was messy, strands of brunette colored hair coming out from the remains of what once was a quiff. He also had a strong, prominent jawline that was clenched tight, and eyebrows that creased in the middle in anger as he heard the protestors shout and demand he be killed.

In summary, he was absolutely breathtaking.

But I felt as if I was expecting him to do something.

For him to lash out, yell something, anything.

I mean, that's what most people did when they came to the institute.

They freak out, try to run away, or yell the most ridiculous things I've ever heard, but he didn't.

He just strolled right in, as if he had no care in the world.

"So that's it?" I said, nudging Deema who had come near me a couple minutes ago.

"I guess so. I'd be lying if I said I wasn't disappointed." She sighed, before continuing, "Oh well, let's go in. Ain't nobody got time to cry over disappointing things."

I laughed, thankful for her constant humor that was always able to light up my day.

But deep inside, I knew she was thinking the same thing I was.

The man who had just walked in was probably the most gorgeous, most enticing man either one of us had ever seen.

But honey, nobody was going to admit they were attracted to a psycho.

"Alright everyone, get back to work. Nothing to see here." The warden, Mrs. Hellman, instructed as she shooed everyone into the building.

She had piercing blue eyes, blonde hair, and I absolutely hated her.

But I needed a job, because apparently in society you can't get by in life without having a shitload of money.

Oh well.

I was actually kind of shocked that being a nurse's assistant paid this well.

I was still attempting to work up to a higher position, but if I were to stay with this job my entire life, I would miraculously survive.

I walked back inside and checked the time, only to see that it was time for lunch.

Shit.

And I don't mean my lunch.

I had to sit (along with a couple other police officers) and supervise patients as they ate their lunch, played a game, or did whatever else they wanted to during their two hours of free time.

It wasn't fun.

I rubbed my eyes, desperately wanting to take a nap, and walked through the double doors into the cafeteria, moving to my spot that I usually stood at in the back of the room to get a good view of the patients.

Needless to say, it was boring.

I stood there, about to fall asleep standing up when about halfway through the first hour, the creaky double doors swung open once again.

And there stood the new guy, with two guards on each of his sides, apparently there to keep him under control.

They weren't very convincing though, considering he was taller than both of them.

So much for that.

His features were still hardened, and his eyebrows were pulled together in thought.

Everyone stared at him dumbfounded, as if he'd just killed someone right before their eyes.

He didn't pay attention to them though.

Instead, he just walked to one of the empty tables and took a seat.

No food, nothing to do, nope.

He just sat there and stared at the wall.

At first I thought he was more insane than a felon, but then I thought better of it.

I mean, if I were just admitted into a mental institution with people shouting death threats at me, and being forced to adjust into this weird, new life, I'd probably want a minute to clear my head too.

I attempted to watch the other patients but somehow, my eyes were always drawn back to the boy with the brunette hair.

I didn't know why.

I should be terrified of him, and don't get me wrong I was, but something about him was just different.

I couldn't help but be so intrigued by him.

Maybe I was drawn to him because I was afraid of him, maybe I was just curious, _maybe…_

Mrs. Hellman came in and blew her obnoxious whistle, signaling it was time for the so-called criminals to go back to their rooms or cells, whatever you want to call them.

I watched as they new boy's height extended as he stood up from where he was sitting, guards still holding both of his arms.

Unfortunately, once the room was cleared, I saw Mrs. Hellman walk towards me, eyes still piercing with anger.

I felt a hint of dread.

Whenever Mrs. Hellman talked to you in private, it was usually to yell at you or fire you.

Maybe it was my time.

"Molly," She started, "Can I talk to you for a minute?"

I nodded as she came closer.

She didn't look happy.

But then again, she never looked happy.

"You've been doing really well here for your first 2 months. I'm surprised you haven't quit yet. I'm thinking about giving you a bit more responsibility around here." She said.

"Oh, thank you?"

"You seem a lot more comfortable with the patients here than most. I might have you aiding the nurse less, and aiding the patients more, as long as you're okay with it."

"Yeah, of course," I said, "That'd be great."

It was true that I was a lot more comfortable around psychotic convicts than I should be. I guess it was just interesting to be around them and see how they think.

I was expecting Mrs. Hellman to walk away, but she hadn't, so I took it upon myself to ask her a question that had been on my mind for more than two hours now.

"Um.." I started, "The new guy…"

"Oh yeah, he's an interesting subject." She said, as if she was talking about some science experiment. "Well I really need to get going. It was nice talking to you, Molly."

"Wait," I said, just before she left. "What's his name?"

She turned back to face me, her intimidating blue eyes staring into my own chocolate colored ones.

"His name is Gil. Gil Gordon."

…

**WOAH! **

**So, due to popular demand, I decided to bring back a new and improved version of Psychotic! I'm really sorry about my 5 month hiatus from writing though, writer's block sucks. **

**Anyways, I'm also sorry about the length of this chapter, gosh it's so dang short, but I still hope you enjoyed this chapter! Get excited for new chapters to come! **

**Also, yes I changed the hair color of all the guppies. **

**I feel like people didn't dye their hair blue, pink, purple, and indigo during the 1950's, so I didn't think it was appropriate to keep that. **

**Gil is a brunette, Molly has dark brown hair, Oona has black hair, and Goby has black hair. **

**Just thought I'd make that clear. **

**Love you all, **

**Amelia :)**


End file.
